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with a dark glance and a habit of unexpected announce-
ments. Norton never felt quite at his ease under that
steady, incalculable gaze.

As he came through the doorway Kathy said: " Hel-
lo, Lord Norton," without enthusiasm.

Anne Caversham was seated by the great harp. She
looked through the strings at him with the plain-
featured, aristocratic composure of her breed. It was
clear that she, too, regarded the intrusion of this
Impressive male adult with disfavour. The other girls,
being ordinary young females in their middle teens,
accorded their visitor the embarrassed adoration
suitable to their years.

"We were doing 'Lady Fair'," Kathy stated,
pointedly.

He besought her to ignore his unwelcome presence.

" Very well. . . . You won't take mother away for
an hour, will you?"

Lady Sheen exclaimed: "Kathy, my dear/' But
her attempt at severity was lost. Kathy was tinkeriaSg
with a violin and let the reproof pass over her.
Her mother went to the pianoforte, visibly a little
unhappy at this collision of her young girls and her
lover.

"Now!" Kathy raised the violin. "Let's begin
again!"

In the difficult moment of restarting, Anne Caver-
sham said:

"Isn't there a bass part in 'Lady Fair'?"

Somebody discovered that there was.

"What about you, Lord Norton?" said Anne
Caversham.

She eyed him where he lounged in his chair.

" I can't sing," he objected feebly.